Noisy Streets of Naples

with a light and brilliant architecture. Those were crowd scenes.
The noisy streets of Naples, alone among Western cities in its
survival from classical antiquity, and the teeming monasteries of
Portugal and Mexico, these were my theme. Monks and nuns
and beggars, scenes improvised in fresco, sparkling music of the
strings, as of the swiftest harpsichord sonatas of Domenico
Scarlatti, or of operatic finales by Cimarosa or Rossini, with that
speed and lightness which were borrowed by Mozart from the
music of Naples, such was the material.

Up to this point, or during adolescence, and but seldom after
that, the subtler implications are between poetry and prose. In
the life of any artist it is poetry that comes first. It is this which
is to conquer the world: and, in our world, that cannot happen.
Yet, the less it can be, the more obvious it becomes that this
should be so. Now, in the noise and horror of our world, it is
more true than ever before. It is now that the world has need
of this, before it burns or drowns. There must be words some-
where, written in some book, that are the talisman. And, if not
that, if it never recovers in our lifetime, it has burned before and
risen from its ashes. But it will not, and cannot, vanish. It is
saved, not by moneymaking, nor by the blood of wars. Those
lose who win, and the losers shall be winners. But, in our world
this does not happen. It is only true of the immaterial world, only
in unprofitable memories, from which no lesson is ever learned
or taken. The ascetic or the voluptuary may find it, but not
the scientist or soldier. For we are come again to a material
world, like the world of the Romans, which had to be broken by
magical formula, by word of mouth, and by what was written in
a book. Too soon, it changed. Its hierarchy or priesthood were
corrupted; but it became, once more, a world of magic and of
miracles. The material world ebbed and left a shore of super-
stition. And now, it would seem, superstition should have its
force again. To those who neither believe in materialism nor
in ignorance this may be the tragedy of the modern world. But
it inclines, now, to superstition and the artist, who is magician,
must see his chance in this.

For only the spiritual, and not the physical, strength of man
survives after death. With all artists, in any of the arts, it is nearly
an invariable rule that their highest achievement should be among
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